In this last connexion, however, there is something not
uninteresting to be said. In spite of her blue eyes and fair
colouring, there was about the construction of John's face
and features something distinctly reminiscent of the North
American Indian, and on one occasion when I persuaded
her to colour her skin and go to a fancy-dress party in the
costume of a brave, wearing the war bonnet, the effect was
very surprising. After a good deal of protest she consented
to being photographed in the costume and the photograph
furnishes, I think, strong evidence in favour of my state-
ment. Since her death, seeing for the first time photo-
graphs of the North American half-breed, Grey Owl, it
struck me at once that he might have easily passed as her
brother! In any case, whether she had a distant Indian
strain or not, there was plenty of Celtic blood in her maternal
ancestry to account for her creative imagination. There
was even some Welsh blood, she told me, though I don't
know how or where that came in. And so she was a com-
pound of many races: North Country English, American,
Scottish, Dutch, Welsh and, if we admit of legend and
delve into history, American Indian via Pocahontas and
French and Italian via Charles EI
John's own father, Radclyffe Radclyffe-Hall, was the only
son of Dr. Charles Radclyffe-Hall, himself a son of the fierce-
looking John Hall and an eminent physician who specia-
lized in tuberculosis and (as we would now think, most
unwisely) popularized Torquay as a resort for consumption.
Beyond the fact that Dr. Radclyffe-Hall was an intimate
friend of Bulwer Lytton, I know very little about him except
that he lost, soon after his marriage, a beautiful step-daugh-
ter whom he had loved so devotedly that he mourned her
for the rest of his life. He seems to have compelled his
household to share this mourning, and to have banished